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Yet may my lord command me in all things.
And though by checks and hints of that I feared
This man sometimes even touch me to the quick
With words dropt of mine honour and my power
On mine own self, whereby I surely know
That he suspects him of the thing we wot.
And of his life, yet as to that last fear
I need but say some three good words to him
And he rejoices, and is out of doubt.
He was seen never as gay of mood as now
When I make show of grace and gentle heart,
And puts me in remembrance of all things
That may assure my faith he loves me well.
Let not my love suspect me for his sake,
Who take such great joy of his love-making
That I come never where he is but straight
I take the sickness of my sore side here,
I am vexed so with it; wearied might he be,
This poisonous man that gives me all this pain
When I would speak of things far sweeter; yet
He is marred not overmuch of form or-face
Though he have borne much, and his venomed breath
Hath almost slain me though I sit far off.
He would have had me watch with him, but I
Put off the night ; he says he sleeps not sound;
He never spake more humbly nor more well ;
And if I had not proven his heart of wax
And were not mine cut of a diamond
' Whereinto no shot ever can make breach
But that which flies forth of mine own love's hand,
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